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My father, one of the best horsemen in the Army,
taught me to ride. On my fourth birthday he put me
on a pony: I took to riding like a duck to water, and
from that day to this I have lived as much in a saddle
as out of it. It was in my blood. I have seen a letter
from George Payne, in which he alluded to my father's
and my two uncles' excellence as horsemen. He wrote :
"' Gumley Wilson ' has the best hands, Fleetwood the
best seat, and Jack Wilson the most pluck of any men
I ever met. If you could roll the three into one, you
would get an absolutely perfect horseman."

I had something else in my blood, although I do not
know how it got there. I was a born poacher.

And that is about all I ever did inherit except some
hatchments. In days gone by when the head of a
family of any standing died, a hatchment was placed
on the front of his house. In point of fact, in early
days hatchments were not displayed as emblems of
mooirning for the head of the family only, but for any
member, even a woman or a child, of an armigerous
family. At one time I found myself in possession of
a goodly number, which had, I suppose, been put away
in a cellar and forgotten. Practically they represented
my only inheritance. My first idea was to warehouse
them and leave instructions in my will that they were
all of them to be affixed to the front of my house, after
my death, just to give the newspapers something to
write about. My second idea was to try to sell them.
I was surprised to find, without much difficulty, a pur-
chaser, and I think I got a pound a piece for them.
I asked him what use he meant to make of them. He